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strained look deepened, as he sat down gazing into

space.

When the train pulled in and the passengers began

to alight, Bernard Toomey caught the first glimpse of

his daughter. His heart began to throb wildly as he

noticed the hopeless misery of her whole attitude.

Junior held tightly his mother's arm, as she walked
sloM'ly at the side of her brother, who guided a pitiful

figure with a vacant, bewildering gaze which plainly

indicated his condition.

''My God! Can this be Max?" thought Mr.

Toomey, as he iioted the whitened hair and bent figure

of his son-in-law—a human wreck—the pawn of kings

—that broken semblance of a man!
Into the extended arms of her father, Elizabeth

rushed and as she placed her head on his breast, in the

broken accents of her childhood she cried, ''Daddy,

daddy, my heart is broken. My dream is true........

true ."

Bernard Toomey said no word, but the bitterness

of death surged over his soul as he gathered Elizabeth

and her boy into the waiting limousine.

The storm had even now a wilder fury, as it tore

and beat around the ear. The huddled figure in the

rear shivered as the wind and sleet beat against the

glass. He even placed one hand on Elizabeth's arm,

as if seeking help. Dr. Toomey 's observant eye

quickly noticed the symptom, as he silently listened to

Elizabeth, telling her father the details of the finding.

Five years before, her husband had been picked up

in Brazilian waters by a tramp steamer. He was

floating on a steel cylinder—^naked, semi-conscious and

in an apparently dying condition. When he regained

his strength, his mind remained blank. For three

years he lived on the vessel, harmless and useless, un-

able to give the least information about his past. Once

he mentioned New York, then Boston. From this tiny

clue, the captain concluded he was an American. Two
years later when" The Tramp" stopped at the port of

New York, the nameless one was sent to the Neurolo-

gical Institute. There Dr. Toomey found him. When
Elizabeth came she sat for hours talking, and recalling

things of the past, but not once did she Avin a gleam

of recognition. The only change apparent in the

patient during the last few days, was a desire to re-

main near Elizabeth.

The house reached at last, Elizabeth quickly ran

upstairs to Betty. Dr. Toomey brought Max face to

face with General Von Pletz, who called out in German,

"Max, my dear old friends, don't you remember me?"
A sudden stare, a startled look—then the light of

full consciousness, "Yes, of course I do, Colonel."

RALPH TO PEGGY

Doarl^eggy:

Don't be surprised if in the near future you hear

that several track records, have been smashed ; of course

I know you have been reading the sporting page, since

my last letter told you I was sure to make the track

team. Tlie trainer, Big Dick, as all his friends call him,

is taking a very keen interest in me. In fact, I often

wonder that the other candidates don't get sore. Of
course they have another coach working with them, but

Dick is the "ne plus ultra," as he himself admits. I

don't mind the work on the track, though sometimes it

kind of gets my nerve, when Dick and a few of his as-

sistants get me out of bed late at night to work a few

trial heats under cover. Dick doesn't want the others

to get wise to what he is doing with me. He has taught

me a little side step which I am to use when they try

to pocket me in a race. This I have to practice frequent-

ly during the day. It is pretty tough, though, to have

to cut out all kinds of sweets. Dick raised blazes al)out

the two boxes you sent. In fact, I got very little of

either as Dick confiscated them. In the morning, in-

stead of eating the oatmeal in the regular fashion I

have to make bread sandwiches with it, and pass them

over to Dick for inspecticm before he pcnnits me to

eat them. At dinner I have always to pass up the des-

sert as it would be liable to have, as Dick says, a very

deleterious effect on my power to finish. While I am
running, I generally have a mouthful of bread crumbs,

this is done to strengthen the wind. What I hate like

blazes is the daily rub down which Eddie and Hookey

take care of. They use some kind of sticky stuff wliicli

smells like a cross between glue and shinola. At any

rate it is as hard as the dickens to get off, but, as Hookey

says, that's the beauty of it, it sticks. By the way,

these two nearly came to blows the other night when T

was having a secret workout. They were holding the

watch on me, and when I finished the "hundred" Hook-

ey said I had stepped it in 9 4-5 seconds while Eddie

maintained it was done in ten flat. Dick had a terrible

time separating them. However, seeing that you don't

understand running, I want to tell you, Peggy, ten flat

is i)retty good for a beginner.

This is all this time.

RALPH.
P. S.—1 '11 send you the first cup I win, which will

be pi'etty soon.


